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She shook her head; and then with an impatient gesture
threw her cigarette, only half-smoked, into the fire. How like
him it was to drag in Old Funky—and how sick at heart it made
her to have that worry brought up again! Oh, to get back to her
real life, to get away from them all!
"What is it then?" he persisted. "Have I done anything?
Is it because you found Nance here ? If I thought for a minute
that you were bothered about Nance I'd	"
But she interrupted him with a weary gesture. This was
worse still. Would he never understand that it was he himself,
not Old Funky, not Nance, not even her feeling for his father,
that was at the bottom of it all ?
" Don't you see, child, how unkind it is of you to go on like
this and not even give a person a hint of what's the matter?
What do you mean about 'something wrong with our life'?"
She felt so desperate and so driven, so torn and miserable,
that her self-pity transformed itself into a rush of anger with
him and his stupid badgering. "I mean you're not a man, D.
That's the whole thing, if you must have it. No! I know what
you're going to say—but I'm not thinking of that. You're not
a man. You may be higher or lower. You may be an angel or
you may be—that beast over there! But a girl when she's my
age, though I daresay when I'm as old as Nance or Jenny it'll
be different, wants a companion, wants someone she can fuss
with, be silly and gay with, take sides with, share things with,
yes! and quarrel with! Do you realize, D., we've never once
made it up? Why haven't we? Because you're not a man! Be-
cause	"
But at this point, in the tempest and whirl of her feelings,
she suddenly remembered all the times he had responded to
her outbursts with a placidity that was more maddening than
if he'd hit her, and a confused sense came over her that by his
open mouth and stupid bewilderment he was forcing her to
say things quite different from what she meant! Her hopeless-
ness of ever saying what she meant, while he looked at her like
that, made her lips tremble and her eyes fill with angry tears.
"You oughtn't to forgive me like you do!" she cried in a
strange husky voice. "You ought to shake me; you ought to
curse me; you ought	Oh, D., I don't know what you are"
—and her voice rose almost to a wail—"but you're not a
man!" She never forgot what his face looked like, after this

